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Summary:
Quarantine, it's never fun when you are effected by it. Being forced to hide away in your residence while something horrible such as a Virus runs through the streets of a city you walked freely around not long ago.

But you can't do anything about it can you. This is the current situation of Andrew Graves, he's just another adult in the modern world. A Man with no sense of self-worth and resorts to finding happiness in quick pleasure and sulking in his own self-imposed sadness. He's in quarantine due to a mysterious contaminated water supply in his city, is he alone though? No. He's with or should I say, stuck with his sister Ashley.

For Andrew this was essentially a nightmare, his sister has always been a strain on his life, her constant need for attention made him consider putting on Stolypin's necktie but he refuses. For despite all of that he still loves her and she knows it.

But with a non-existent food supply, Apartment dirty enough to be considered a garbage bin, and the slow collapse of Andrews Mental Health. The love for his sister won't keep him alive for long.

Notes:
(Hi this is my first time writing a fanfiction, sorry if there's broken english or weird stuff)

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Chapter 1
Chapter Text
“Is it over..” Those are the words that bounce around in Andrews head when he awakes to a Black void.

He looks around to see nothing, just a plain darkness. He can't even see his own body when he tries to look down at it, if this was death then what was there to do next? He didn't feel happy, didn't feel scared, didn't even feel angry. He couldn't feel anything.

He was content with just staying there, not feeling, not talking, not even existing. He had accepted death ever since he began starving in his apartment. And now his Bed was his coffin in the realm of the living. All he could do was think and remember. Think and remember all of what he did when he was alive. All the sins, all the good deeds, all the pathetic things he got away with just because the world had forgotten what humanity was.

But then he feels a touch, and then a poke, and suddenly he felt his entire face being poked out of nowhere.

“Huh..? Oh for fuck sakes” And then a switch flicks in his brain. Only one person he knows had given him this exact feeling while he was "alive".

“Andrew, Andrew! ANDY!” Ashley, sitting ontop of her older brothers stomach repeatedly attempts to wake him up using any methods of being annoying she had to achieve her goal.

Andrew died inside a little as he came to the realization that his Death was just a mere dream. One most likely fueled by his constant talks of ending it all right then and there but as long as the Gremlin
currently sitting on his stomach is alive. That isn't an option.

Ashley inturn was now hitting his face with a literal pillow. Which though soft still carried enough force to Andrews face to force him awake and grab Ashley by her neck, gripping onto it so tight that he was on the verge of choking her but his grip loosens as he calms down.

“Weird way of saying Good Morning isn't it cunt?” Andrew smirks at his shocked sister and lets her neck go.

“And you have a weird way of saying thank you for waking me up..” Ashley looks at her big brother with her cheeks puffed up, pretending to be angry to grab an reaction from him. Just her being an attention hog as always.

Andrew could care less about his sisters obvious attempts of attention grabbing, years of having to deal with it made it easy for him to read her like a open book anytime he wants. “Just be glad I didn't choke you, now get off my bed and do something around the apartment.”

Before Ashley could even open her mouth and say her typical snarky response Andrew is out of bed and stretching. The past 2 Weeks of barely any food and spiked water having made his body as thin as his Sisters before the quarantine.

“You're a horrible brother!” Well. She got a snarky response out anyways.

“I take time out of my morning to help you wake up and all I get is your hands around my Neck?!?!” Ashley pretends to be hurt and starts to have a fake tear up on his bed.

Andrew slams his face into the palm of his hand and goes up to Ashley, putting his hand on her cheek and rubbing her fake tears away. “You took time out of your day. AND Energy out of your body to wake me up. Congratulations now I have to pick you up later when you eventually pass out.”

He picks up a pillow close to him and slams it into her face before dusting off his hands and walking off to the Living room to change from laying on his Bed all day to laying on the couch all day, a shocking change of his Schedule from Lazy Bastard to chilling Lazy Bastard!

Ashley meanwhile spewed bullshit out her mouth as her Andy left the room but after he did leave she immediately put her nose to the Pillow he threw at her. As a result a big blush grows on her face and she could do nothing but silently giggle as she kept smelling her Brothers pillow without him being any the wiser.

“Odd she normally is out by now... She better not be doing dumbshit on my bed” Andrew talked to himself quietly on the couch as he looked at the Ceiling. He had done this enough times that the ceiling might as well be his 2nd Bestfriend. His 1st being easily guessable. 

After a while Ashley finally comes out their shared Bedroom all giggily and blushing, happily skipping her way to the Couch and crouching next to it, looking her Brother eye to eye with a big wide smile.

“.. Alright what the hell is it now.” Andrew looks at his sister with eyes of a panther about to kill the thing infront of him to protect himself. Meanwhile Ashley looked at him like a innocent cheetah who is meowing (Yes Cheetah's meow surprising hm?)

“Nothing my dear Andrew! Hehe..” Ashleys eyes begin to droop down as he stared at Andrew

“Don't call me that my dear shit it's weird y'know?” Andrew ignored his sisters look and puts his mentally fried brain all into one goal, convince the demon to give him a second of SILENCE.

Ashley puffed up her cheeks obviously pretending to be mad to grab his attention but unlike the other times Andrew refuses to return eye contact. His eyes returning to the ceiling mentally.. and physically preparing himself for the amount of nonsense Ashley was about to spew at him in around a few seconds.. and it all comes out when Ashley suddenly forces herself ontop of Andrew on the couch.

“You're such a terri-!” Before Ashley could get a full sentence out of her mouth Andrew suddenly lunges out of the couch taking Ashley with him and he quickly grabs her by her neck forcing eye contact between between the two with his eyes for the first time in a while showing an real Emotion, and it's rage.

“QUIET. STAY QUIET.” Andrew clenches his teeth and any control of his own emotions he had were completely gone now as he let his rage and built up anger over 20 Years of dealing with this poor excuse for a Sister flood out of him. “WHY CAN'T YOU BE QUIET FOR ONE ASHLEY WHY. FUCKING ANSWER ME.”

Ashley for a second looks shocked but her expression quickly turns into one of mischievous thought as she sees her Brother like this. No matter what attention Andrew gives her be it happyness, sadness, or anger such as now. She will gladly suck it all up for her own pleasure and fantasy.

“And why can't you choose ME. WHY WONT YOU CHOOSE ME OVER THOSE WHORES YOU KEEP TALKING TO ON THE PHONE ANDY? ANSWER THAT.” The Siblings look intensely at each other, one with rage and the other with the facade of anger. This wasn't the first time they were both like this even in quarantine this is the 3rd time that both of them began shouting at each other like wild animals but whilst Ashley believes this is just another one of 'those' situations.

Andrew isn't the same. And this is confirmed when his hand suddenly moves quickly and goes right across Ashleys face, the slap makes her flashback to all the time her parents did the same when she was young but she could take those since her dear Andy always comforted her right after. But with Andrew being the one slapping her she doesn't know how to react this time.

“Is that what you fucking wanted. IS THAT WHAT YOU WANTED.” Andrew begins to violently shake Ashley back and forward seeing any emotion on her face disappear “ANSWER ME” he continues to shake her to get a answer or make her dizzy enough to be hurt or pass out as if the slap wasn't enough.

A loud silence then fills the room as Andrew stops shouting and shaking Ashley just staring at her face which appears to be devoid of any life at all though he can already tell what she's about to do will make him even more stressed and he just stands up to go to the balcony as Ashley begins tearing up and soon is loudly sobbing in the living room, covering the mark of the slap left on her cheek. It doesn't even hurt physically but just knowing Andy was the one who did it was enough to make her cry.

Meanwhilst on the Balcony Andrew violently punches the wall but he doesn't manage to crack it, only succeeding in hurting his knuckles and he decides to sit down, covering his face with both of his hands and putting his head down trying to block out the cries of her Sister so that he doesn't give in and start thinking she is the victim in this situation, though it's not entirely clear to him if he is the victim.

After some time passes and a cigarette butt is added to the Ashtray, Andrew heads inside to the sight of her sister cradled up on the floor in a ball having seemingly cried herself to sleep, he doesn't attempt to wake her up and walks past her to get something he had hidden in the trash. What he hadn't noticed though was that she was just pretending to sleep and was listening very closely to every step Andrew took and when she hears him ruffling through the trash she slowly gets up to not make any noise.

“Where the fuck is it.. It should be here..” Andrews rummaging through the trashbags partnered with his words make it obvious he had hid something in there but what could it be? Ashley moved close to the wall so that she could hear whatever he was looking for and it doesn't take long for him to find what he had hid.. A Can of Tomato soup.

“REALLY?” Ashley runs around the corner and jumps on her brother looking at the can and she puffs her cheeks up “YOU HAD FOOD THIS ENTIRE TIME AND NEVER TOLD ME?” She devolves back into her annoying sister self having seemingly forced herself to think of the slap earlier as just something from her imagination. “This is a den of snakes..”

Andrew on the other hand looks completely dumbfounded having sworn that he was being completely quite “Get the fuck off of me Ashley!” He quickly pushes Ashley off of him and drops the can of Tomato soup onto the ground and sighs wiping his face with his hands and holding his forehead trying not to get angry again. No matter how much he tried he couldn't help but feel guilty for making her cry and certainly doesn't wanna repeat it.

“No I won't!” She stands up and clings onto Andrew like a child hugging a gigantic plushie “I'm not gonna let go until that food is in both of our mouths!”

Andrew still feeling guilty, decides that he should apologies to Ashley by letting her eat now and completely derailing their futureselves stomach. How much longer were they even gonna last if they ate the Soup later rather than now?

“Fine Ashley.. you can eat it and completely fuck us in the future.” As soon as he finished that sentence he received a kiss to the cheek and a happy all be it guilt tripping sister. 

“You're the best!” Ashley picks up the can of tomatoes from the floor and skips to the Kitchen to cook whilst Andrew heads to the small dining table and sits down.

All he could do is look down, listen to the sounds of their last bit of food being cooked, and think about his life. Was the life he had been living up to this point one that deserved to be lived, was his attempts at easy pleasure through women worth it, was it worth it anymore after this Meal to keep going through this never-ending quarantine even with his sister whose been the one causing him the most stress and mental depravity the entire time. He didn't know or even want to know he just wanted to rest, Andrew massaged his own head as if he's trying to clean his mind of his thoughts and stress.

Andrew looked up after thinking to himself and sees Ashley happily bringing both of them 2 plates of Tomato soup “Bone apple tea! Or whatever it was.” Andrew forced a fake smile to that horrible joke and got ready to eat but when he has his utensils in his hand and his eyes look at the soup. He stops, and stares, that redness of it.. that Isn't what normal Tomato soup looks like at all.

“Well Andy.. Are you going to eat..~?” Andrew looks up at Ashley smiling innocently at him but he knows something is wrong with the Soup, that red was not just a normal shade of red you learned alongside blue, and yellow.

“... Lady's first..” He responds coldly, having figured out what that Redness is.